The Patriot's Soliloquy : 
SCENE, PRINCEs-COURT,. 
WiLKkEs fitting at a Table; a Parcel of Tradeſ- 
men's Bills; Copy of SYLva's Bond, &c. 
lying on one Side; a Halter on the other 
After ſome Time ſpent in ſullen Silence, | 


he ſpeaks as follows: 


T muſt be ſo! ParRtors, You reaſon well 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond Deſire, 
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This longing after Popularity ? 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, this inward Horror z 
Of falling into Nought? Why ſhrinks my Soul 

Back on herfelf, and ſtarts at Diſappointment ? 

Tis great Self-Love that ſhews the way to Lucre, 

And points out Oppoſition (till to ME 


A Pauſe|—-——Ereadful Thought 
Thro' what Variety of Taunts and Scoffings ; 


Firm Oppoſition pleaſing 
Thro' what New Scenes diſcarded Patriots paſs ! N e 
The wide, th'unbounded Proſpect lies before me, 

While Shadows, Cleuds, and Darkneſs, blot my Hopes! 

Here will I hold! If there are Demogogues; 

And that there ere the Mob proclaim aloud 

Thro' all our Streets; they muſt delight in Riots, 

And what is Aer Delight uli prove ſuccets* ul: 

But WHEN? or WHERE? This Place was made for HOPKINS! 


| | | [A deep Sight 
I'm weary of ConjeFtures ;—this — pointing to the Halter,]J——might end them. 


Thus am I doubly curſs'd : the Fills and Halter; 
My Crime and Puniſhment, are both before me. 
Tits in a Moment brings me to an End, 
While This informs me I've deſor2'd to die! | 
Eut HO SG⁰E IN, ſafe in his oun Worth, fill ſmiles TI © 
At Party Malice, and defies its Rage! 
At; Glories fade away 
Grows dim with Spots before I fink in Years. 

While H E ſhall flouriſh in immortal Fame 

Unhurt amidſt the Jars of Patriots, 

The Wreck of Faction, and the Cruſh of WILKES!/ 


my Waning Light 


